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And by the question, Gutne knew fatally all that had
been said, as clearly as if she had heard Trad's own voice.

And she made answer, but not in words. She kissed the
morsel of cooked flesh, in obedience to the law, and
dropped it to the sand.

Without speaking, she arose and went out into the
darkness to the kneeling camel on whose back was neither
water-skin nor food-bag, caused it to rise, and rode with
her face uplifted proudly to the stars, eastward into the
trackless waste of the great desert. . . ,

I ask belief for this tale of Gutne's Odyssey, for it is
a true tale, and I have faithfully set it down, as it was
told to me in the black tents of the Beni Sakhr, by men
whose bodies still bore the wounds of those unforgotten
battles.